SOME LETTERS OF
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO, June 23, 1896.]
DEAR DAN:
The report which you make of your lack of progress in health casts a gloom over my days. I am about starting for Wisconsin for a week's bicycling, and the monstrous egoism of bodily vigor which I feel, possesses my soul with shame. The thing for you to do is to come to Chicago: it is the greatest health resort going — mirabile dictu. We live on bicycling, base-ball, breezes, beer, and buncombe, and keep right chipper mostly. Can't you come out for a while? We have an extra bed-room, and if you can stand bachelor shiftlessness after the golden calm of Milton housekeeping, we could put you up "snugly/' The quotation marks are only a warning as to the point of view. Expense need be no deterrent. Walking is good all the way, and hand-outs rich and plentiful. Think of it seriously. We will send you back mens sana surely and sano corpore if we have luck. Allons!
I have grown quite meek over the verses, as I thought I should. I accept your strictures on the
64e declaratory forms of statement which precede and follow it. I fancy it corresponds in my mind
